The Tragedieof 

North. Reproach and diflolution hangeth otter him 
Rojfe He hath not money for thefelrifh wars, * 
His burthenous taxations notwithdanding, 

But by the robbing of the banifht Duke. 

North. His noble kinfmaa mod degenerate King: 
But Lords, we heare this feareful temped fing, 
Yetfeekenollielter toauoyd the ftorme. 

Wee fee the winde fittc fore vpon our failes. 

And yet wee drikc not, but fecurely per jfh. 

%oj[e We fee the vcrie wrackc that we mud fuffer, 
Andvnauoyded is the danger now. 

For differing fo the catifes of our wracke* 

North , Not fo, euen through the hollow eyes of dead), 
1 efpie life peering, but I dare not fay. 

How ncare the tychngs of our comfort is. 

Wil. Nay let vs fbare thy thoughts as thou dort ours. 
“R^ojfe Be confident to fpeake Northumberland, 
Wee three are but thy felfe,and fpeaking fo. 

Thy wordsare butas thoughts,tberefore be bold. 

North. Then thus,! haue from le Port Blan . 

A Bay in Brittanic rcceiude intelligence, 

That Harry duke of Heiford,Rainold L.CobhaiR, 
That late broke from the Duke of Exeter 
His brother Archbifhop late ofCanterbury, 

Sir Thomas Erpingham, fir IohnRamdon, 

Sir Iohn N, rbciyjir Robert Watertph, 3 c Francis Coinw 
All theft «feiL f urni(hcd by the Duke of Bnttaine 
With eight tall lhippes,three thoufand men of war. 
Are making hirher with all due expedience. 

And fhortly tneane to toucli our Northcrne lhcre. 
Perhaps they had ere this.but that they day 
Thefird departing ofthc King for Ireland, 

If then wee /halllliake oflfoui countries flauilh yoke, 
Iinpe out our drow ping countries broken wing, 
Redeemcfrom broking Pawne the blemilht Crovvnc, 
Wipe off the dud that hides our feepters guilt, 

And make high Maicdie looke like it, felfe. 

Away with me in pod to Rauenfpurgfe: . 
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King Richard thefecond. 

But ifyou faint, as fearing to doe fo, 

Srav.and be fecret,and my felfe will go. _ 

Rojfe : To horfe.to horfe, vrge doubts to them that fcare. 
Willo. Hold out my hot fe, and I will fird be there. * 

Exeunt. 

Enter the t ^Heene,Btifhie,and r Bngot. 

Bug). Madam, your maiedie is too much fadde. 

You promid when you parted with the king, 

To lay afide life harming heauineflfe. 

And entertainc a cheerefull difpoficion. 

jQueene. To pleafe the King I did, to pleafe my felfe 
I cannot deo it,yet I know no caufe 
Why I Ihould welcome fuch a gued as Griefe, 

Saue bidding farewell to fo fyvectc a gued, 

As my fweete Richard : yet againe me thinkes 
Some vnbornc forrow ripe in Fortunes wombe. 

Is comming towards nacand my inwardfoule , 

With nothing tremblc$,atfomc thing it grieucs, 1 
More then with parting from my Lord theKing. 

"Bttjh. Each fubdance ofa griefe hath twentie fliadowes* 
Which fhewes like griefe it felfe,butisnotfo: 

For Sorro wes eyes glazed with blinding tearcs, 
Diuidc^%ic thing entire to many obic&<. 

Like perlpe&iues, which rightly gazde vpon, 

Shew nothing but confufion,eyde awry, 

Didinguifh forme: foyour fweete maicdie, 

Rooking awty vpon your Lords departure. 

Find fbapes of griefe more then him felfe to waile, 

W hich lookt on as it is, is naught but fhadowes 
Of what if is not, then thrice(gracious Queene) 

More then your lojjfs departure weep not, more is not fees 
Or ir it be,tis with r alfc forrowes eyes, ^ ‘ 

Which for things true,wccpcs things imaginaric. 

Jrteene. It may be fo,but yet my inward foulc 
l J eriwadcs me i t is otherwife : how ere it be, 

1 cannot but be fad .• fb heauie fad, 

As though on thinking on nothoughtlthirtke, 
cs me with heauie nothing faint and fhrinkc* 

3D 3 Ztijh, 



